






















沢 辺 裕 子
★引用について：指示書参照★
何か楽しいことを頼む言葉が暗示的だ。
In the car,as we started our long journey to Lewiston,Idaho,
my grandfather Hiddle said,“Salamanca,why don’t you enter-
tain us?”
“What sort of thing did you have in mind?”











...I told them the story of Phoebe, and when I finished
 
telling them―or maybe even as I was telling them―I realized
 










On the night that we got the bad news―that she was not
 
returning―he pounded and pounded on that wall with a chisel
 
and a hammer. At two o’clock in the morning,he came up to
 
my room. He led me downstairs and showed me what he had
 
found. Hidden behind the wall was a brick fireplace.
The reason that Phoebe’s story reminds me of that plaster
 










My middle name,Tree,comes from your basic tree,a thing
 
of such beauty to my mother that she made it part of my name.
(chap.2,pp.7-8)

























We walked out onto her porch and there, lying on the top
 
step was a white envelope. There was no name or anything on
 
the outside.... Phoebe opened it. “Gosh,”she said. Inside
 
was a small piece of blue paper and on it was printed this
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“...I used to imagine that there were two moons sitting in a
 
pair of Indian shoes, but my father said it means that you
 
shouldn’t judge someone until you’ve walked in their moccasins.
Until you’ve been in their shoes. In their place.”
...When Ben came into Mary Lou’s room, she asked him
 
what he thought it meant. He took a sheet of paper from her
 
desk and quickly drew a cartoon. It was a little spooky,because
 
what he drew was identical to what I used to imagine:a pair of
 








As we left Phoebe’s house,there on the front steps was another
 
white envelope with a blue sheet of paper inside. The message
 
was:Everyone has his own agenda.
Phoebe and I looked up and down the street. There was no
 







I could tell that Mrs.Winterbottom was trying to rise above
 
some awful sadness she was feeling, but Prudence couldn’t see
 
that. Prudence had her own agenda,just as I had had my own
 
agenda that day my mother wanted me to walk with her. I
 









What I started doing was remembering the day before my
 
mother left. I did not know it was to be her last day home.
Several times that day,my mother asked me if I wanted to walk
 
up in the fields with her. It was drizzling outside and I was
 
cleaning out my desk,and I just did not feel like going. “Maybe
 
later,”I kept saying. When she asked me for about the tenth
 
time,I said,“No!I don’t want to go. Why do you keep asking
 
me?” I don’t know why I did that. I didn’t mean anything by it,
but that was one of the last memories she had of me,and I wished
 








I heard the front door open and shut and Phoebe came in the
 




Mrs.Winterbottom took the envelope and turned it over and
 
over before she slowly unsealed it and slipped out the message.
“Oh,”she said.“Who is doing this?”She held out the piece of
 












As I walked home, I thought about the message. In the
 
course of a lifetime,what does it matter? I said it over and over.
I wondered about the mysterious messenger, and I wondered
 
about all the things in the course of a lifetime that would not
 
matter. I did not think cheerleading tryouts would matter,but
 
I was not so sure about yelling at your mother. I was certain,
however, that if your mother left, it would be something that
 

















...another message appeared:You can’t keep the birds of
 
sadness from flying over your head,but you can keep them from
 
nesting in your hair. Phoebe brought the message to school to
 






Phoebe couldn’t help it. She looked as if a whole family of
 








“You’ve probably washed that plate enough,”Phoebe said.
He had been rubbing it around and around with the dishcloth.
He stopped and stared down at the plate. I could practically see
 
the birds of sadness pecking at his head,but Phoebe was busy
 



















Phoebe arrived at school with another message,which she
 
had found on her porch that morning:We never know the worth
 
of water until the well is dry. “It’s a clue,”Phoebe said.


























“And her husband is dead.”
“I thought so,”Phoebe said.
“But she didn’t murder him,”Mr. Birkway said. “Her
 
husband died when a drunk driver rammed into his car. My
 
mother―Mrs.Partridge―was also in the car with Mr.Cadaver.
She didn’t die,as you know,but she lost her sight.”
“Oh―”I said. Phoebe stared at the floor.
“My sister Margaret was the nurse on duty in the emergency
 
room when they brought in her husband and our mother.
Margaret’s husband died that night.”
...“I just wanted you to know,”Mr.Birkway said,“that Mr.
Cadaver is not buried in her backyard. I’ve also just learned
 
about your mother,Phoebe,and I’m sorry that she’s gone,but I
 








At home that night, all I could think about was Mrs.
Cadaver. I could see her in her white uniform,working in the
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 emergency room. I could see an ambulance pulling up with its
 
blue lights flashing, and her walking briskly to the swinging
 
doors,with her wild hair all around her face. I could see the
 
stretchers being wheeled in,and I could see Mrs.Cadaver looking
 
down at them.
I could feel her heart thumping like mad as she realized it
 
was her own husband and her own mother lying there. I
 
imagined Mrs.Cadaver touching her husband’s face. It was as
 
if I was walking in her moccasins,that’s how much my own heart
 
was pumping and my own hands were sweating.
I started wondering if the birds of sadness had built their
 
nest in Mrs.Cadaver’s hair afterward,and if so,how she got rid
 
of them. Her husband dying and her mother being blinded were
 
events that would matter in the course of lifetime. I saw every-
one else going on with their own agendas while Mrs. Cadaver
 
was frantically trying to keep her husband and her mother alive.
Did she regret anything? Did she know the worth of water
 
before the well was dry?
All those messages had invaded my brain and affected the
 








































On and on we go. We walk in everybody’s moccasins,and
 
we have discovered some interesting things that way. One day
 
I realized that our whole trip out to Lewiston had been a gift
 
from Gram and Gramps to me. They were giving me a chance
 
to walk in my mother’s moccasins―to see what she had seen and
 










...I am jealous that my mother had wanted more children.
Wasn’t I enough? When I walk in her moccasins,though,I say,
“If I were my mother,I might want more children―not because
 
I don’t love my Salamanca,but because I love her so much. I
 












“It was you,wasn’t it?”Phoebe said. “You’ve been creep-
ing around leaving these things,haven’t you?”
“Did you like them?”Mrs. Partridge said.... “Margaret
 
reads them to me from the paper each day,and when there’s a
 
nice one,I ask her to copy it down....”
“But why did you bring them here?”Phoebe said.
“I thought they would be grandiful［sic］surprises for you
―like fortune cookies,only I didn’t have any cookies to put them
 






































What I found most surprising about Mr.Birkway was that
 
he increasingly reminded me of my mother―or at least of my
 
mother before the sadness set in. There was a liveliness to both
 
Mr.Birkway and my mother,and an excitement―passion―for
 
words and stories.
That day,as Mr.Birkway talked about Greek mythology,I
 
started daydreaming about my mother,who loved books almost
 
as much as she loved all her outdoor treasures....
My mother especially liked Indian stories. She knew about
 
thunder gods,earth-makers,wise crows,sly coyotes,and shadow
 
souls. Her favorite stories were those about people who came
 

















I told Gram and Gramps a story that my mother had told me
 
about the high sky,which looked higher here than anywhere else
 
I had been. Long ago,the sky was so low that you might bump
 
your head on it if you were not careful,and so low that people
 
sometimes disappeared right up into it. People got a little fed
 
up with this,so they made long poles,and one day they all raised
 









My mother had not liked the term Native Americans. She
 
thought it sounded primitive and stiff. She said, “My great-
grandmother was a Seneca Indian, and I’m proud of it. She
 
wasn’t a Seneca Native American. Indian sounds much more
 
brave and elegant.” In school,our teacher told us we had to say
 
Native American,but I agreed with my mother. Indian sounded
 




background. She said it made us appreciate the gifts of nature;




















My mother once told me the Blackfoot story of Napi, the
 
Old Man who created men and women. To decide if these new
 
people should live forever or die,Napi selected a stone. “If the
 
stone floats,”he said,“you will live forever. If it sinks,you will
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 die.” Napi dropped the stone into the water. It sank. People
 
die.

























In English class,Ben had to give his mythology report. He
 
was nervous. He explained that Prometheus stole fire from the
 
sun and gave it to man.... In Ben’s nervousness, he mis-
pronounced Prometheus,so what he actually said was that Zeus
 




“For some reason, Ben already talked about my topic,
Pandora,when he did his report on Prometheus. However,Ben
 
made a few little mistakes about Pandora.”
Everyone turned around to stare at Ben. “I did not,”he said.
“Yes, you did.... Pandora was not sent to man as a
 








“Inside the box were all the evils in the world, such as
 
hatred, envy, plagues, sickness, and cholesterol. There were
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 brain tumors and sadness,lunatics and kidnapping and murders”
―she glanced at Mr.Birkway before rushing on―“and all that
 
kind of thing. Pandora tried to close the lid when she saw all
 
the horrible things that were coming out of it,but she could not
 
get it closed,and that is why there are all these evils in the world.
There was only one good thing in the box ...the only good thing
 
in the box was Hope, and that is why, even though there are
 












That night I kept thinking about Pandora’s box. I wonder-
ed why someone would put a good thing such as Hope in a box
 
with sickness and kidnapping and murder. It was fortunate that
 
it was there, though. If not, people would have the birds of
 
sadness nesting in their hair all the time,because of nuclear war
 












There must have been another box with all the good things
 
in it,like sunshine and love and trees and all that. Who had the
 
good fortune to open that one,and was there one bad thing down
 
there in the bottom of the good box? Maybe it was Worry.
Even when everything seems fine and good,I worry that some-






I, Salamanca Tree Hiddle, was afraid of lots and lots of
 
things. For example, I was terrified of car accidents, death,
cancer,brain tumors,nuclear war,pregnant women,loud noises,
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stealing fire from the sun to give to man, and about Pandora
 
opening up the forbidden box with all the evils of the world in it,
Gramps said that those myths evolved because people needed a
 
way to explain where fire came from and why there was evil in
 
the world. That made me think of Phoebe and the lunatic,and
 
I said,“If I were walking in Phoebe’s moccasins,I would have to
 
believe in a lunatic and an axe-wielding Mrs. Cadaver to
 












When I drive Gramps around in his truck,I also tell him all
 
the stories my mother told me. His favorite is a Navaho one
 
about Estsanatlehi. She’s a woman who never dies. She grows
 
from baby to mother to old woman and then turns into a baby
 
again,and on and on she goes,living a thousand,thousand lives.












...we didn’t need to bring her body back because she is in
 




...“we have to leave because your mother is haunting me
 





My father was right:my mother did haunt our house in
 
Bybanks, and the fields and the barn. She was everywhere.
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He read a poem by e.e.cummings titled“the little horse is
 
newlY”and the reason why the only capital letter in the title is
 
the Y at the end of newlY is because Mr.Cummings liked to do
 
it that way.
“He probably never took English,”Phoebe said.
To me that Y looked like the newly born horse standing up
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 on his thin legs.
The poem was about a newlY born horse who doesn’t know
 
anything but feels everything. He lives in a“smoothbeautifully
 
folded”world. I liked that. I was not sure what it was,but I
 
liked it. Everything sounded soft and safe.(chap.20,p.123)











The sun was beating down on us,and I thought it might be
 
nice to stay there forever with him just running his finger along
 
my palm like that. I thought about the newlY born horse who
 










For one quick moment we both had the same agenda. I
 
looked at him and he looked at me. Both of our heads moved
 
forward. It must have been in slow motion,because I had a split
 
second there to be reminded of Mr.Birkway’s drawing of the two
 
heads facing each other,with the vase in between. I wondered,
just for an instant,if a vase could fit between us.
If there had been a vase,we would have squashed it,because
 
our heads moved completely together and our lips landed in the
 
right place,which was on the other person’s lips. It was a real
 
kiss....
And then our heads moved slowly backward and we stared
 
out across the lawn,and I felt like the newlY born horse who
 













Mr.Birkway read a poem by Longfellow:“The Tide Rises,
The Tide Falls.” The way Mr. Birkway read this poem, you
 
could hear the tide rising and falling,rising and falling. In this
 
poem, a traveler is hurrying toward a town, and it is getting
 
darker and darker,and the sea calls to the traveler. Then the
 
waves, “with their soft, white hands”wash out the traveler’s
 
footprints. The next morning:
The day returns, but nevermore
 
Returns the traveller to the shore,




“Gentle?”I said. “It’s terrifying.” My voice was shaking.
“Someone is walking along the beach,and the night is getting
 
black,and the person keeps looking behind him to see if someone
 




I went barreling on as if it was my poem and I was an expert.
“The waves, ‘with their soft, white hands’grab the traveler.
51
糸を紡いで
They drown him. They kill him. He’s gone.”




I said, “It isn’t normal to die. It isn’t normal. It’s ter-
rible.”...




























...I lay there thinking of the poem about the traveler,and I
 
could see the tide rising and falling,and those horrid white hands
 
snatching the traveler. How could it be normal, that traveler
 
dying? And how could such a thing be normal and terrible both
 
at the same time?
I stayed awake the whole night. I knew that if I closed my
 



















Mr.Birkway turned a few pages in the same journal and
 
read:
I hate doing this. I hate to write. I hate to read. I hate
 
journals. I especially hate English where teachers only talk
 
about idiot symbols. I hate that idiot poem about the snowy
 
woods, and I hate it when people say the woods symbolize
 
death or beauty or sex or any old thing you want. I hate
 
that. Maybe the woods are just woods.
Beth Ann stood up. “Mr. Birkway,”she said, “I do hate
 
school,I do hate books,I do hate English,I do hate symbols,and
 
I most especially hate these idiot journals.”
...Mr.Birkway said,“Beth Ann, I know exactly how you
 
feel. Exactly. I love this passage.... It’s so honest.... I
 
used to feel exactly like this. I could not understand what all
 

















Then Mr.Birkway pointed out how you could see both. If
 
you looked only at the white part in the center,you could clearly
 
see the vase. If you looked only at the dark part on the side,you
 
could see two profiles. The curvy sides of the vase became the
 
outline of the two heads facing each other.
Mr.Birkway said that the drawing was a bit like symbols.
Maybe the artist only intended to draw a vase,and maybe some
 
people look at this picture and see only that vase. That is fine,
but if some people look at it and see faces,what is wrong with
 
that? It is faces to that person who is looking at it. And,what
 
is even more magnificent,you might see both.... “Isn’t it inter-
esting?”Mr.Birkway said,“to find both? Isn’t it interesting to
 
discover that snowy woods could be death and beauty and even,

























I decided that bravery is looking Pandora’s box full in the
 
eye as best you can,and then turning to the other box,the one
 
with the smoothbeautiful folds inside:Momma kissing trees,my
 
















“Roses are red,/Violets are blue./Sugar is sweet,/And so are you.”
という四行詩マザーグースのパロディーなのだ。そしてサルも返事とし
て同じマザーグースの詩型を使う。
Ben and Phoebe write to me all the time. Ben sent me a
 
valentine in the middle of October that said:
Roses are red,
Dirt is brown,
Please be my valentine,
Or else I’ll frown.
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There was a P.S.added:I’ve never written poetry before.
I sent a valentine back that said:
Dry is the desert,
Wet is the rain,
Your love for me
 
Is not in vain.
























Lately, I’ve been wondering if there might be something
 
hidden behind the fireplace, because just as the fireplace was
 
behind the plaster wall and my mother’s story was behind
 
Phoebe’s,I think there was a third story behind Phoebe’s and my
 




































Then Mary Lou said,“Look at that―two are exactly the
 
same.” People were saying,“Geez”and“Wow”and“Whose are
 
those?”
The duplicate designs were:a circle with a large maple leaf
 
in the center,the tips of the leaf touching the sides of the circle.







“What is this?”he asked Ben.
Ben said,“It’s a vase. Obviously.”
Mr. Birkway held the drawing in front of Beth Ann....
“Beth Ann,what do you see?... It’s okay,Beth Ann,what do
 
you see?”
“I don’t see any idiot vase,”she said. “I see two people.
They’re looking at each other.”
“Right,”Mr.Birkway said.“Bravo!”
“I’m right?Bravo?”
Ben said,“Huh? Two people?” I was thinking the same
 
thing myself. What two people?
























“Mrs.Partridge,when was it you met my brother?”
“You said you didn’t have a brother,”Mrs.Partridge said.
“I know,but you said you met him. When was it?”
“...Let’s see. Some time ago. A week? Two weeks?
He came to my house by mistake. He let me feel his face.



















10)“the little horse is newlY”(1950)
by e.e.cummings (1894-1962)
the little horse is newlY
 
Born)he knows nothing,and feels
 































11)“The Tide Rises,the Tide Falls”(1880)
by Henry Wadsworth Longfellow(1807-1882)
The tide rises,the tide falls,
The twilight darkens,the curlew calls;
Along the sea-sands damp and brown
 
The traveller hastens toward the town,
And the tide rises,the tide falls.
Darkness settles on roofs and walls,
But the sea,the sea in darkness calls;
The little waves,with their soft,white hands,
Efface the footprints in the sands,
And the tide rises,the tide falls.
The morning breaks;the steeds in their stalls
 
Stamp and neigh,as the hostler calls;
The day returns,but nevermore
 
Returns the traveller to the shore,
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12)“Stopping by Woods on a Snowy Evening”(1923)
by Robert Frost (1874-1963)
Whose woods these are I think I know.
His house is in the village though;
He will not see me stopping here
 
To watch his woods fill up with snow.
My little horse must think it queer
 
To stop without a farmhouse near
 
Between the woods and frozen lake
 
The darkest evening of the year.
He gives his harness bells a shake
 
To ask if there is some mistake.
The only other sound’s the sweep
 
Of easy wind and downy flake.
The woods are lovely,dark and deep,
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But I have promises to keep,
And miles to go before I sleep,
And miles to go before I sleep.
(訳)これが誰の森なのか私は知っている／彼の家は村の中だけれど
も／彼は知りようもない、私がここに立ちどまり／彼の森が雪に埋もれ
る様子を眺めていることを／／私の小さな馬は何かおかしいと思ってい
る／農家も近くにないこんな場所に立ちどまるなんて／森と凍った湖と
の間で／一年で一番暗い夜に／／馬具の鈴を鳴らして馬が尋ねる／何か
変じゃありませんかと／ほかに辺りに聞こえるものといえば／やさしい
風と羽毛のように降る雪の音だけ／／森は愛おしく、暗く、深い／しか
し私には果たす約束がある／眠りにつく前にまだ何マイルもあるのだ
し／眠りにつく前にまだ何マイルもあるのだし。
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